STRANGE  INTERLUDE

EVANS

{Suddenly feeling her presence, jerks himself to his
feet - with a diffident guilty air which is notice-
able about him now whenever he is in her pres-
ence.)

Hallo, dear! I thought you were lying down.

(Guiltily.)

Did the noise of my typing bother you? I'm terribly
sorry!

NINA

(Irritated in spite of herself)
Why is he always cringing? . . .

(She comes forward to the chair at centre and sits
down -forcing a smile.)

*    But there's nothing to be terribly sorry about!

(As he stands awkard and confused, like a schoolboy
who has been called on to recite and cannot and
is being "bawled out" before the class, she forces
a playful tone)

Goodness, Sam, how tragic you can get about nothing at
all!

EVANS

(Still forced to justify himself- contritely)
I know it isn't pleasant for you having me drag my work
out here, trying to pound out rotten ads.

(With a short laugh)
Trying to is right!

(Blurts out)

I wouldn't do it except that Cole gave me a warning to
buck up - or get out.
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